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ta you in full, measure, pressed dawn, and 
running, over." 

The artist's kindling features showed that 
he responded to the enthusiasm of his visit- 
or; but lw answered not., 

" And now farewell. But remember, be- 
fore you oaii accomplish this holy mission, 
you must he baptized with a baptism of fire. 
The -tones that, are to, agitate; and stir up to 
revolution the, powers of, the human soul, 
coma.not forth from. an unruffled breast, but 
from, the .depths of a sorely- wrung and tried 
spirit. . You must steal the triple Same from 
heaven; and it will. 'first consume the peace 
of- your own being. Bemember this — and 
droop, not when,, the, hour of. trial comes! 
Farewell.!" : \'" .'"' ' , '" ' 

The stranger crossed his. hands over Bee- 
thovenls head, and, as if, mentally invoking 
a blessing; folded him, in his embrace, and 
departed. The artist made no effort to fol- 
low him. Deep and bitter were the thoughts. 
that ..moved within him;, and he remained 
leaning his head on the table in silent reve- 
rie, ,or walking the room with rapid and ir- 
regular steps, for many hours. At length 
the struggle was over; pale, but composed, 
he took up the sheets of his opera and threw 
them. , carelessly into his desk. His next 
work, " Christ in the Mount of Olives," at- 
tested the high and firm resolve of his mind, 
sustained by its self-reliance, and indepen- 
dent of popular applause or disapprobation. 
His great symphonies, which carried the 
fame of, the composer to its highest point, 
displayed the same triumph of religious prin- 
ciple. 



Once more, we find Beethoven, in the ex- 
treme decline of life. In one of the most ob- 
scure and narrow streets in Vienna, on the 
third floor of a gloomy-jlooking house, was 
nowithe abode of the gifted artist. For many 
weary and. wasting years he had been the 
prey of a cruel malady, thatdefiea the power 
of medicine for its cure, and reduced him to 
a state of utter helplessness. His ears had 
been long closed to the music that owed its 
birth, to nia. genius; it was long since he had 
heard a human voice. 

In the melancholy solitude to which he 
now condemned himself, he received visits 
from but few of his friends, and those at rare 
intervals. Society.seemed a burthen to him. 
let he persisted in ; his labors, and continued 
to compose, notwithstanding his deafness, 
those undying works' which commanded for 
him the homage ot Europe. 

Proofs of this feeling, and of the unfor- 
gptten affection of those who knew his worth, 
reached him m his retreat from time to time. 
Now it was a medal struck at Paris, and 
bearing his features; nowit was a new piano, 
the gift of some amateurs in London; at an- 
other time, some honorary title decreed him, 
by the authorities 01 Vienna, or a diplomacy 
of membership of some distinguished musi- 
cal society. All these moved him not, for 
he had outlived his taste for the honors of 
man's bestowing. . What, could they, what 
.could even, the certainty that he had won im- 
mortal fame, do to soften the anguish of his 
malady, from which he looked alone to death 
asii relief. 

"They, wrong me who call me stern or 
misanthropic," said he to his brother, who 
came in March, 1827, to pay him a visit. 
"God knoweth how I love my fellow-men ! 
Has. not my life been theirs? Have I not 
struggled ' with temptation, trial and suffer- 
ings .from, my. boyhood till now, for their 



sokes ? and.now, if I no, longer mingle among 
them, is it not because my cruel infirmity 
unfits me for their companionship ? "When 
my fearful doom of separation from the rest 
of the human race is forced upon my heart, 
do I not writhe with terrible agony, and wish 
that my end were come ? And why, brother, 
have I lived, to drag out so wretdbed an ex- 
istence ? Why have I not succumbed' ere 
now ! 

" I will tell you, brother. A soft and gen- 
tle hand — it was that of Art — held me" back 
from the abyss. I could not quit the world 
before I had produced all — had done-all that 
I was -appointed to do! When my mission 
is accomplished, then thrice welcome death ! 
I have been guided through life by Patience, 
the hand-maiden of Truth: I will go with her 
even to the footstool, of the Eternal" 

The servant of the house entered and gave 
Beethoven a large sealed package directed to 
himself; he opened it; it contai ed a magni- 
ficent collection of the works of Handel, with 
a few fines stating that it was a dying bequest 

to the composer,, from the Count di N . 

He it was who had been the unknown coun- 
sellor" of Beethoven's youth and manhood; 
and the arrival of this posthumous present 
seemed to assure the artist that his own close 
of life was crowned with the approval of his 
friend. It was as if a seal had been set on 
that approbation, and the friendship of two 
noble spirits. It seemed like the dismissal 
of Beethoven from all further toil. Could it 
be that nothing more remained i*or him to 
accomplish on earth ? 

The old man stooped his face over the pa- 
pers; tears fell upon them, and he breathed 
a silent prayer. After a few moments he 
arose, and said somewhat wildly: " We have 
not walked to-day, Earl; let us go forth. 
This confined air suffocates me. " 

The wind was howling violently without; 
the rain beat in gusts against the windows; 
it was a bitter night. The brother wrote on 
a slip of paper, and handed it to Beethoven. 

"A storm ! — well — I have walked in many 
a storm, and I like it better than the biting 
melancholy that preys upon me here in my 
solitary room. O, how I loved the storm 
once; my spirit danced with joy when the 
winds blew fiercely, and the tall trees rocked 
aud the sea lashed itself into fury. It was all 
music to me; alas, there is no music now so 
loud that I can hear it. 

"Do you remember the last time that I 
led the orchestra in the concert at Von 

's ? Ah ! you were not there; but I 

heard— yes — by leaning my breast against 
the instrument. When some one asked me 
how I heard, I replied: ' J'entends avecmes 
entrailles.' " 

Disturbed by his nervous restlessness, the 
aged composer went t > the window, and 
opened it with trembling hands. The wind 
blew aside his white locks, and cooled his 
feverish forehead. 

" I have one fear," he said, turning to his 
brother, and slightly shuddering, '.'that 
haunts me at times. It is the fear of pover- 
ty. Look at this meanly-furnished room, 
that single lamp, my meager fare; and yet, 
all these cost money, aud my little wealth is 
daily consumed. Think of the misery of an 
old man, helpless and deaf, without the 
means' of subsistence !" 

" Have you not your pension secure ?" 

" It depends on the bounty of those who 
bestowed it; and the favor of p inces is ca- 
pricious. Then again, it was given on con- 
ditipn I remained in the territory of Austria, | 



at the time the King of Westphalia offered 
me the place of Chapel master at Cassel. 
Alas ! I cannot bear the restriction. I must 
travel, brother. I must leave the city." 

" You leave Vienna ?" exclaimed his broth- 
er, in utter amazement, looking at the feeble 
old man whose limbs could scarcely bear him 
from one street to another. Then reoollect- 
ing himself, he wrote down his question. 

" Why ? Because I am restless and un- 
happy. I have no peace, Karl ! Is it not 
the chafing of the unchained s° irit, that pants 
to be free, and to wander through God's lim- 
itless universe ? Alas ! she is built up in a 
wall of clay, and not a sound can penetrate 
her gloomy dungeon ." 

Overcome by his feelings, the old man 
bowed his head on his brother's shoulder, 
and wept bitterly. Karl saw that the delir- 
ium which sometimes accompanied his par- 
oxysms of illness, had clouded his faculties. 

The malady increased. The sufferer's eyes 
were glazed; he grasped his brother's hand 
with a tremulous pressure. 

"Karl ! Karl ! I pardon you the evil you 
did me in childhood. Pray for me, broth- 
er !" cried the failing voice of the artist. 

His brother supported him to the sofa, 
and called for assistance. In an hour the 
room was filled with the neighbors and 
Mends of the dying man. He seemed grad- 
ually to be sinking into insensibility. 

Suddenly he revived; a bright smile illu- 
mined his whole face; his sunken eyes 
sparkled, " I shall hear in heaven ! " he mur- 
mured softly, and then sang in a low but 
distinct voice the lines from a hymn of his 
own: 

" Bruedert— neber 'm Sternenzclt, 
Muss ein lieber Voter wounon." „ 

In the lost faint tone of the music his gen- 
tle spirit passed away. 

Thus died Beethoven, a true artist, a good 
and generous man. Simple, frank, loyal to 
his principles, his life was spent in working 
out what he conceived his duty; and though 
his task was wrought in privation, in solitude 
and distress, though happiness was not his 
lot in this world, doth there not remain for 
him an eternal reward. 

The Viennese gave him a magnificent fu- 
neral. More than thirty thousand persons 
attended; the first musicians of the city ex- 
ecuted the celebrated funeral march com- 
posed by him, and played in his heroic sym- 
phony; the most famous poets and artists 
were pall-bearers, or carried the torches; 
Hummel, who had come from Weimar ex- 
pressly to see him, placed a laurel crown 
upon his tomb. Prague, Berlin, and all the 
principal cities of Germany paid honors to 
nis memory, and solemn. zed with pomp the 
anniversary of his death. Such was the dis- 
tinction heaped on the dust of him whose 
life had been one of suffering, and whose 
last years had been solitary, because he felt 
that his infirmities excluded him from hu- 
man brotherhood. 



Mayenoe. — A concert was given on the 
10th ult., under the direction of Herr F. 
Lux, in aid of the Freiligrath Fund. The 
performers were the members of the various 
vocal associations of the town, and the fol- 
lowing were among the pieces perform el: 
The Overture to Iphigenia in Aulis; a Hjmn 
for Male Voices, Duke Ernest; "Liedesirei- 
heit," Marschner; Overture Die Heimkehr, 
Mendelsshon; "Buhe in der Geliebten," F. 
Lux; and "Festgesang uu die Kunstler," 
Mendelssohn, ' 



